Lixue: It'd been a while since she'd last seen the traveling knight- after they'd parted ways from the hot springs she returned home & he resumed his travels, and after that they'd briefly encountered & he'd spent the night once again after regaling her with a few tales. That, so far, had been the extent of their relationship; so much so, officially friends. Though Lixue would be one to fumble at such a proclamation for the foreign nature of having a friend. He was kind, and oft thought of her- and she thought it too good for a hermit to be thought of or worried over. 
She would not like to say she was so much dependent on him, or that she needed his company. Life had been fine so far without it... But if it wasn't nice to have someone visit, and so she took to gazing towards the gate of her home & thinking of him, then swiftly averting her eyes and questioning herself. It was embarrassing, to say the least. 

She'd done it again today, of course, when finishing work in the garden & casting a look to the sky to ponder the dark clouds on the horizon. Her pink gaze flickered to the gate, and then she quickly shook her head. Rain was certain; Faraam, not so much. After cleaning up and heading inside, the downpour was not too far off; ominous, a rumble of thunder and the yellow tinge of lightning blanketing the forest. A day inside at least gave her reason not to leave... & instead she expected to work the day away on painting and maybe cleaning... Or maybe not cleaning. It's not like she expected visitors anyhow.

Faraam: For a wanderer, mother nature was a complicated lady. Today she seemed in the mood of rain, and who could argue with her decision anyway? Either way, steady and firm, the wizzrobe knight made his way to the somewhat familiar by now woods, walking through the foliage as he searched for a certain house in the woods. He did not know how convenient it was to show up all wet, he did not even have a spare of clothes... but maybe his story and newest trinket would make up for it. It had become a small pleasure, visiting Lixue each time seemed to open them up more and more, indeed confirmed friends. 

His feet raced and his hands tapped the trees' bark as not to fall on the wet grass and soil, wet was one thing but covered in mud would be an unpleasant sight. Moving a hand to his bag, he searched for the millionth time to find a small wooden statue of a bird, over and over. He couldn't be too cautious, he had to make sure brought it to her. And so her home was in sight, his pace quickening even more and unaware his heart raced as his thoughts clouded him with the desire of seeing her again.

Lixue: The sounds of someone approaching her home were unmistakable, the screech of the gate as it opened & shut, the sound of shoes on the bridge leading across her small pond. Someone had come to visit, and while she didn't appreciate the thought; her mind jumped instantly at the hope that perhaps, just perhaps, it was the knight who she had definitely not just been thinking about. 
Pulling her red overcoat closer around herself she shuffled from her seating area to the front door; peering through the near opaque paper that gave way nothing but a faint blur of colours, and opening the door in response to a polite knock. She peeked at him through a crack for a moment, before opening the door wide with a surprised expression. "Faraam! Goodness, you silly man, why are you running around in the rain?" She scolded him, sure, but for his well being. 
"Ai-ya! Step inside, quickly, try not to drip all over the floor..." She stepped aside and allowed him in, shutting the door in his wake and hurrying back into the main room to fetch a blanket to offer him to dry off with. He was probably used to the rain, growing up in a jungle & what not, but she could still fuss.

Faraam: "-A little rain could never stop me, you should know-" he replied with a bit of laughter as he pulled his hood down and removed his helmet, stepping in and doing his best not to move too much or else he'd go throwing drops all around. "-That is unless it's a bad occasion? Aside of weather, of course-" he brought a story and a souvenir, his visit was justified he could say. Well he did risk making a mess with all the layers of wet clothing he was wearing right now, at moments like this he regretted not considering the vanity of having a spare set, only in this case it'd be more useful than just mere whim. 
As she came back with the blanket, he covered himself with it quick, smiling at her. "-Thank you... sorry if my arrival is a little too sudden, I did not expect the sky to fall down like that-" the day hadn't been that sunny, but it certainly wasn't as cloudy, or maybe he didn't pay that much attention to the dark clouds, he was indeed more used to look at the road than the sky.

Lixue: She spared him a smile, shaking her head at the idea that he was intruding at all. Yes perhaps he had nearly given her heart a start but she'd never leave him out for such a thing. 
"Don't worry, don't worry..." She stood back a moment, watching him remove his helm & hood before averting her eyes. "It doesn't look like it'll let up soon, does it?" She questioned with a slight pout. Maybe... That wasn't such a terrible thing. 
"I certainly won't complain, it's good for my garden." Her peonies were looking a bit on the dry side, but hopefully the downpour wouldn't drown them. 
He probably was no happier standing there soaked through than she was with the idea of him tracking water throughout her house- and she mulled her options while chewing her lip. "I don't... Suppose you carry around a spare set of clothes, do you? I could hang your's to dry at least..." It was impolite but she tried to estimate his measurements- she had old clothing of Liu's still stored in her trunks, perhaps they would fit? Not like they were getting much use these days...

Faraam: "-At least it cools the weather a bit-" he tried to add to the list of pros, but in any case, he just tried to cover before he got too cooled down and caught a cold. As she asked, he did feel ashamed not to. "-Not really, I'm afraid, haha...-" he let out a sheepish smile as he admitted so. It was more a need now, maybe this could be a lesson. His clothes were sturdy enough to be as strong as plate, but then again that's wizzrobe to you. And so he never thought of storing just in case of this, if anything, he had been too careless. 
He did not mind her taking his measurement and size, but he wondered why would she ever have male clothes. She seemed too lady like to wear them. He'd change to them as she provided them, finding them a bit odd to sport as... they felt so light, and tight compared to his usual clothes, which were a little more ample to allow movement in battle. "-Yes... this is certainly different...-" he said, fixing the collar a bit as he pulled his hair out of it. This was so not knight.

Lixue: She'd cringe at the thought of only carrying one set of clothing around- especially for someone who adventured, running around in the same dirty clothes didn't seem very fun to her. Oh well- couldn't be helped, he was hardly as vain as she was anyway. 
She brought him the dry clothes to change into, then left him to his privacy to change- they were good friends but... Not that good. While waiting for him to make his way into the main room she put a kettle on to boil on the hearth. He was likely to be here a while, so making tea seemed like a good idea. 
His remark drew her attention; brows raised apprasingly. It was a little snug on him, but Liu had been a smaller, slighter man with no muscle to speak of. The colour had been faded for years now, but the garments were still in good shape. "Different, but certainly not bad." She mused with a nod, "I am sorry, I don't have much else to offer unless you'd rather wear some of my clothes." She simply could not help herself, and smiled as she teased him. That would be a sight to behold, but she was even smaller than Liu & nothing of her's would ever fit him. "Feel free to sit by the hearth, the rest of the house is a bit drafty- wouldn't want you to catch a cold now."

Faraam: "-No no, it's all good! It's just... My clothes are heavier and loose, like flexible armor. I'm not used to but I like it-" yes, it felt civilian and all but, it was a curious change. Instead of being prepared for battle, this was just about relaxing. Swaying his arms around a bit, he tried to get accustomed to his temporary new attire. The question still remained, who these clothes belonged to, but he would not poke into privacy at just arriving. 
She had fun at said remark, at this point he could only find it funny himself too, shaking his head as he laughed. "-I'm not sure, I wouldn't look as good as you do-" and if anything yes, they'd be a little too small for him to wear, at least without ripping them apart. And that'd be unfortunate in many ways. Moving closer to the hearth was indeed good, the warmth did good after a good sky shower outside. He did not relax for much, instead going over to his stuff and searching once again for the wooden figurine he brought as gift. About the size of his arm, it was some sort of carved totem with bird designs, squared patterns of Rito craftsmanship, the head seemed similar to that of a hawk. "-I brought a gift-" he said, turning around to take it to her.

Lixue: Understanding his stance on his own clothing, she nodded. Of course his clothing would be suitable for fighting, she'd never really taken the time to understand all his layers- but no doubt, he was ready to fight. The clothing style was different for him anyway, and she enjoyed seeing him a little out of his comfort zone. Part of her waited for the inquiry- feared it, but when the question of why she had a man's clothing didn't come up, she relaxed visibly; moving the two chairs from her tea table to the hearth for them to sit. 
"Hah! You say the silliest things." But if it didn't make her blush... As he moved to dig through his pack she watched him, brow raised curiously. "Oh, did you?" She asked; leaning to peek around him before he brought the statuette into view. 
Taking a moment to study it with surprise, she broke into a smile. "I... Don't know what to say." It warmed her heart, but a few words didn't seem like enough to express how darling she thought the situation- though he had said before that he would bring gifts, getting something big did surprise her. "It's very lovely. Where did you venture to get this, hm?" She expected some sort of story- or perhaps an explination why he thought to get it to her, she hoped not out of obligation but out of sincere thought. 
"Here, there's space on that shelf over there- care to put it there for me?" She directed him to a barren shelf on the wall by the kitchen, usually it was filled with pottery she had painted inside but for now it was empty.

Faraam: Giggling as she seemed to like it, he did not really expect her to say much, but her reaction was priceless, already enough to make it worth the effort. Walking towards the shelf with totem in hand, he carefully placed it on spot for it to be shown proudly. "-A small Rito village living in a mountain range. I was heading to Hyrule's western border, but I just happened to make my way through the nearest settlement that also led the shortest route there. They are expert craftsmen, and made many pieces of decoration. They could certainly use a lesson in pottery from you though-" he teased, certainly they were good but he wasn't really in position to judge and compare. Not yet, he was not much of a connoisseur. Walking back to his seat next to her, he cleared his throat a bit. 
"-Anyway, they were really nice people and... for some reason they had not seen a Wizzrobe before, but they were really friendly. I mostly just helped them out with everyday labor, and they allowed me to stay and replenish my supplies. Even the kids know how to work wood at a young age, so during my stay they got me to practice with them, I thought I could make something for you. So they gave me a few tips and.... to be honest, it was a little too jagged. The little ones helped me fix it up so it looked decent, but it was really fun after all. Hope you don't mind knowing now my gift was... a bit of a flop at first, I tried my best I promise-" he admitted sheepishly. Yes, the story was not really one of epic battles and the gift my have had a rough start but, it was an experience he really enjoyed, and his first trial and error in doing something for someone else.

Lixue: She pondered his placement with tilted head, and satisfied she listened to his mundane tale with interest. It was no surprise to hear of a settlement having never known any Wizzrobes- before leaving her tribe she had seen very few foreign ones anyway. They were just the sorts to keep to themselves, and to their own settlements. 
"...Hah, did I rub off on you more than I thought?" She questioned with a light laugh. Going out and crafting things that weren't useful for travel? It seemed she had- and fancied her mind that she did. His quip about her pottery did not go unnoticed, she sat up straighter in her chair & tossed her hair in a very haughty way before resuming her relaxed posture. "If I may be honest I did not expect anything from you, certainly not something handcrafted. I am... A strong believer in making things from the heart, you know." "It's lovely, I cannot imagine why you worried so." She mentioned gently, rising to pour them both cups of tea from the pot on the hearth. "I just hope the little ones did not tease you too much for it." Goddesses save his pride!

Faraam: "-Well... I'm certainly not sure if my sword could do something nice. This was quite the chance, and I took it-" he's only known fighting, for him to take on a craft for her was a golden chance. Even if his own product was not the best, it was still something he took the chance to go out of his ways gladly, to hopefully bring a smile to her. Grabbing ahold of one cup, he thanked her in a soft voice as he blew it cool a little, then had a sip. Still hot of course, but good to warm them through this cold, rainy day. 
"-Haha... You have no idea-" boy if they did. "-Children will be children, they were kind of in their right. I managed to clean my image a bit by showing them my sword skills with some dummies-" they considered it repayment, he considered it redemption from falling in shame to twelve year olds. "-I was like them, you know, proud of what only I could do. ... I was never good with magic, which made me and my family a bit of outcasts by my people... So I took pride in my free roaming, and my hunting skills. Most of my village would require spells for farming and gather fruits from nature magic. I would instead hunt game, gather food, deeper in the jungle where you could find the best stuff... I was really proud of myself back then, despite what others said, and I made it be known-"

Lixue: Children were ruthless in an innocent way- she found it endearing, and laughed that he had been teased so. Some were not so well taken when teased, but such a thing was a good judge of character. 
"Oh yes, everyone has something to prove in their youth." She mulled, nursing her cup between her hands to keep her fingers warm. It was always interesting to hear more of Faraam's origins, growing up in the forest & hearing what sort of man he'd grown from. It was no surprise at all that he took to hunting rather than magic, for a long time she had been the same way. "I was the same way... I come from a family of ice mages, power ones at that. I never showed any affinity for it, and for a long time they considered me... Defective. I took up swordplay thinking that I had nothing to think of but..." 
Her talents laid elsewhere, and she trailed off with a tilt of her head. "I... Have other strengths, to say the least." Some people were off put by her ability to move things with her mind, so she trailed off with a smile. "I think it is wonderful how you repaid them. Children do love fighting even if they do not understand it."

Faraam: "-Yes, it was nice to see the sparkles in their eyes. It's a peaceful life but the sight of a sword really got them up and wanted to see it in action...-" he added, not really able to put aside her story though. She struggled like he did too somehow, he related to her with that. It's sad when you're shunned because you don't fit in a society... explainable, but still. He did not need much help with that, he had support enough with his parents. Even so, it seems like... she was lonely. 
"-If they saw your work I bet they'd eat their words...-" he tried to encourage her. He had not seen her in action with a sword, but in any case, whatever it was, she had come to be a good woman on her own accord. He still ignored her ESP abilities, but he did not need to know of them to think of her as he did. Maybe his eyes were pink tinted already but, who knows. Looking down at his cup of tea for a moment, he thought for a moment what else to say to cheer her up, but he did not really know what. Instead, he kind of closed his eyes, leaning forward a bit before shifting closer at her playfully. "-You're a marvelous lady, Lixue... there's more than what I can see... and maybe you too. Might be just a feeling... but it's there-"

Lixue: Of course, children were always in awe of knights... 
She smiled at his words at first, imagining only if her family had been that sort. They'd be too prideful, she'd committed a huge sin in their secular little culture. At least... The thought, his optimism, that was nice. As he shifted closer, she regarded him with brows raised and lips pursed. Flattery? My, my. 
"Ai-ya, I am far less interesting that you are, dear Faraam." She teased in a level tone. Sure she had things to hide, she was no open book. "Are you trying to get something from me? Honestly, you need only ask- but I cannot promise you will like my answers or what I have to say."

Faraam: heh, even if she were not to believe him, it wouldn't matter. They were interesting in their own manner. "-Hmmm... I just want you to give yourself some more credit, that's all. But, since you've given me permission. How come, you have male clothes... also, I've noticed there's a picture of someone in your living room with incense. If it's not too much intruding...-" yes, respect before curiosity. He did want to know but, he wanted to avoid another embarrassment crisis.

Lixue: Her posture shifted subtly with the question; shoulders tensed, knuckles white, gaze drifting away quickly. Well, she should have seen that coming. How to explain it... Faraam did not seem like the sort who would judge so harshly, but it was a risk in the way her society had hardwired her. 
"Aha, that..." Fidgeting with her cup only made her seem suspicious, didn't it? "I... Suppose it is not... I have not tried to hide it, after all." Then again, rarely ever did she get visitors who would see her altar table or wear those clothing. 
She chewed her lip for a moment, grasping for words. "They belonged to my late husband. I kept them because, ah... Well. I suppose I... Don't have a reason." She said after a pause, "And the picture, yes, that's him... He... Passed before I came to live here." And she came to live by the coast because of his passing.

Faraam: Bad question? Bad question, while he appreciated her honesty, she did seem uncomfortable with answering. To think she had been married, he wouldn't have imagined that. He would see her with different eyes if he didn't know her like until now... to think he was wearing her former husband's clothes. "-Well... I certainly am grateful you kept them...-" he tried to lighten the mood with his comment, unsure if it was actually proper. "-I'm sorry to hear that, though... I'm sure he loved you to the very end...-" he did not know a thing but, he felt it was only proper to pay respect to the memory of the man she honored and whose clothes he wore right now. It somehow felt like... well, a bit intruding. Was she really okay with it? He wouldn't really insist on the topic now, because he wasn't sure if asking a widow more of her late husband would be a good idea

Lixue: She offered him a smile, shaking her head as if unsure of what else to say. She was just glad his meager comment didn't come with a barrage of disappointment, and that he didn't cringe away from the thought of wearing second hand clothing. 
"It... Would be amazing to think he did." She stated softly, "In your hometown, do parents try to find spouses for their daughters at a certain age? That's... How it was for me, at least. Our marriage was just an arrangement for my family's benefit." But, pruned and preened as she was back then she thought nothing of it. It took a lot of stress out of finding a partner for herself. Trailing off thoughtfully, she fidgeted with the tassel hanging at her belt with a sigh. It hurt to talk about, but she'd spent so many years numb & unwilling to think much about Liu. 
"...I'm sorry, You probably do not care to hear a widow ramble." She offered with an awkward laugh, "He was a kind man, and so much more than I deserved."

Faraam: Well... the idea of an arranged marriage certainly sounded terrible. In his home village, feelings such as love were important, and marriage was sacred, you would not marry someone you were not sure would be the ideal one. "-Well, we really didn't do that...-" he commented closing his eyes, then looking back at her. 
"-No no, I'm sorry... It must be hard for you to talk about this. I understand...-" the fact she kept Liu's clothes and honored him with an altar must mean something... in fact, if anything he felt he intruded in a way, sporting his clothes freely, even if just lent, seemed like he might be making things a little hard to bear. "-You... are saying some sad things right now-" he teased her, poking her side gently. "-We all deserve happiness, even if brief... Arranged or not, the fact you remember him fondly means you two managed to have something special. I am positive he did-"

Lixue: Oh good, so her little corner of the world was just strange. 
She squirmed away in a hurry as he reached over and poked her side. Ah yes, her one weakness; she was amazingly ticklish, and pouted at him as she raised a hand to slap his if he tried it again. "I did not mean to..." Looking away she briefly dabbed at her eyes- his words were too much, too sweet, it made her a little emotional... But then again, all things she could sweep under the rug and deal with later. 
"The worst thing you can do in life is realize you love someone too late." She said with a heavy sigh, then looked at him and smiled. "I never got to tell him- but you're right, he loved me even in his final days. Don't make that mistake, Faraam."

Faraam: So she did love him, he was not mistaken. Knowing it made him happy and... sad, at the same time somehow. It's like a nagging feeling, a taste left at her confession. Why would it disappoint him? Brushing said thoughts away, he lowered his head as he closed his eyes in sign of respect, probably to the late memory of her ex husband, even if he did not know him, he felt it was due. 
Mistake? Well, he certainly did not have someone that close to him. The only person he could say he felt somewhat close was... Goodness, what kind of familiarity is he taken? It'd be by far improper but... it was the most pure bond he could think of. Even so, there seemed a great barrier, and non of them seemed willing to break it, so maybe it was not worth it worrying about it... Maybe. Smiling back at her, he simply nodded at her. "-It had never occurred to me before, to be honest... It must be nice to have someone special. In my home village, emotions are high... love is the most sacred one-" he said, looking away towards the hearth. "-Even so, I never really had much interest in it. When I became a knight, my code became my life. I'm not sure if there's a place in my life for that...-" he said, recalling his life up to this point, but deep down, he felt he was simply lying to himself. He was... afraid, of what could happen, just like everything he had lost up until now. Maybe, he secretly longed for a person like this. "-E-Excuse me, I didn't mean to ramble... I-I...-" he suddenly felt the embarrassment of his words as he chuckled nervously.

Lixue: What a difference it made... Few Wizzrobes were ever friendly, and such was true in her home village- all stand offish, formal, true friendship or love pittered out like a dying flame. Liu had been constant, and she had been the cold one, but that was an exception as far as she was concerned. 
It did not surprise her in the least to hear he had never had much interest in any relationships, he did not strike her as the sort of wanderer who wandered though partners after all. It was a dangerous life to live, after all! 
"...Aiya, aiya." She reached over and returned his jab from earlier- poking his side with an easy smile. "That seems sad to me. I am sure you will settle eventually, I'm just warning you for then. Don't let love slip right through your fingers before you realize you had it." It was embarrassing to say out loud, but what little sage advice she had to offer she was willing to give. Maybe he wouldn't even need it... With such a natural charm & strength of character any person would be lucky to end up with him. Not that she would vie for such a relationship. Or even consider it. Oh, now she felt embarrassed and straightened in her seat with a nervous laugh. 
"It's the rain, I tell you," She said in a much lighter & louder tone. No more soft, gentle tones to comfort each other, no sir. That... Was too embarrassing. Too intimate. "Feeling closed off from the world makes you want to reach out, or so I think. But we are friends, I don't see any shame in rambling." Of course... Men were not so keen on sharing emotions, she sympathized with that more and more each day.

Faraam: "-Yes, must be the rain-" he chuckled, certainly a good scape goat. Her sudden change in tone felt a little cutting, not that it displeased him, just made him odd. Looking at his cup of tea, he had another sip as he tried to settle his own thoughts too. 
"-Heh... I'm not really used to doing this... It's a little embarrassing I guess, you're the first person I've managed to talk to so openly, I must say-" he was sentimental, very few know that though. Even less would ever hear him talk about his thoughts or emotions, one rested in their grave and... well the other one was sitting next to him. "-Even so, thank you for listening, and your advice. I hope it wasn't bothering though-"

Lixue: They did make quite a pair after all. Both embarrassed to speak their thoughts and feelings aloud, just another thing to add to the growing list of that which they had in common. Maybe... Keeping things bottled up and to yourself was part of facing hardship. 
"Everyone needs someone." she offered with a half shrug, leaning forward to pour herself another cup of tea. "It is never a bother to listen to you, Faraam, and I thank you for listening to me the same way." 
"I have always been the type to keep to myself, so... Telling you things, talking to you, it's been quite difficult. It makes me glad you keep coming back, I was afraid for a while I'd dreamt you up." she had to laugh at herself for admitting it, but it wasn't unusual for people with her abilities. The puppets they controlled often came with a sense of faux companionship, in order words she would not have put it past herself to dream up someone.

Faraam: Well, at least they could somewhat relieve the other. It was good to have someone to listen to him too, actually. Such thoughts sometimes cross their mind but he just tends to shrug off. It was... odd, talking to her about them. They were friends but, he wasn't sure if they had such a confidence with each other. She shared her past, even if painful, even if she did not hide anything, it meant something to him. 
"-Heh, I wouldn't miss a chance to come back. I really enjoy sharing time with you, it wouldn't be the same if I suddenly stopped seeing you... I'd be a little too sad-" he commented with a smile, and a slight flush, but no embarrassment; for a reason, he felt a little more confidence on speaking his mind to her. "-And I assure you, I'm completely existant, so you wouldn't have to worry either-" dumb joke, laugh of a fool, but even so, he tried to find amusement in the moment. Sipping his cup of tea, he reached to serve another. Was it getting hot here? Maybe the heath? The drink? The kind of tight clothes? Well, hopefully he could stand it.

Lixue: The thought of him not coming back made her sad and she nodded her agreement. Goddesses know it'd be all too likely for him to get hurt or... Worse. Knock on wood, she would never want that. 
His jest brought another laugh to her, a chuckle deep in her chest and a smile as she sipped idly at her cup. Of course he was real... Though with such a nice man, he was definitely the sort fit for a dream. Someone out there would wish for a prince charming like him- certainly not she, that was too embarrassing even for some of her wildest day dreams. 
"Hah! I would not miss a chance to have you here." She said in return, "With such interesting stories to share, I wish I were the sort to lead an adventurous life." There were other perks to having him around, buuut the company was all she would ever hope to bother him for. "...Hm. Since you asked me a question, could I ask you one in return?" She leaned against the rest of her chair, studying him with her pale gaze; against the fire light her soft pink irises gleamed an orangey red. "You mentioned before on the mountain path that you missed your old companions, why do you no longer travel with them?" A dramatic falling out? Well, she'd know that by heart- but could never imagine him being involved in any sort of drama.

Faraam: "-It is my pleasure. There are many more to share, but all in due time-" he offered and lightly teased her, smiling as he had a sip if his refill. If this was a good reason to bother her then he'd recall old and write new stories for the sake of staying together a bit more. 
The question on his companions didn't make him flinch, his smile wouldn't was away. He just took a few seconds before speaking, pursing his lips a bit to explain brief but concise. "-I served with the Blades of Salaim, brought up a squire since I was a kid... after leaving my village, I trained hard until I was finally named a proper knight in the order, under the care of one of their leaders, the 'Knight of Valor' Black Iron Tarkus. When Ganondorf attacked years ago in Hyrule, the other two Great Knights and their men rushed in to fight back... they all died. Master Tarkus and us aided the people to evacuate Castle Town and defend through the escape. We eventually became vagrants, wandering to solve all the problems that suddenly resurged in Hyrule, and one by one our forces began to fall, some deserted while others... passed away. Master Tarkus himself... eventually died, to sickness and old age... he entrusted me our relic, the sword of Great Knight Salaim, the order's founder, hoping I would continue our crusade through the land, bringing peace and casting away evil...-" maybe not so brief but, his companions deserved as much. It'd be an insult in their memory otherwise. "-I am the last Knight of Salaim now. That sword has seen everyone of us, my comrades and I. It has heard our vows, and thus the spirits of my comrades live in that sword, as my master said. So long as I keep it close, I'll never fight alone, and the Blades of Salaim shall keep on living-"

Lixue: It was a marvel how he stayed so composed, years of wear had obviously strengthened him. When she had thought to ask, she hadn't expected such a long winded tale, but perhaps it was only fair; she shared something personal, and he did in turn. 
"...My..." She allowed the long silence to drag, taking in the information with brows raised. Of course he'd opposed Ganondorf, why would she have expected any less of him? It'd never effected her or her village, though times in Hyrule & by extension Termina had been much darker. "I remember you calling yourself by such a title before, though I am sorry to say I'd never heard of them." Though even if she had... It would not have been so personal without first knowing him. 
It... made sense. His first endearing trait to her, how sentimental he had become over the sword he carried that resonated so strongly with her. And for good reason. "No one is truly dead, so long as they are remembered." Once more her hand dropped unconsciously to touch the pendent hanging at her belt- tracing absently the shape of the infinite knot that had been made for her so long ago. "No wonder you are such a fine knight, if you had a master like that. I'm sure he'd have nothing to fear from you... Even if the burden you bear is so heavy."

Faraam: he observed as she touched her pendant, wondering if this had something to do with what he told, rather, maybe to a dear one who'd passed away. Liu maybe, the thought sadenned him lightly, but he did not show it, because it was not right, neither having the idea nor showing it. "-Nothing can break a strong bond... I managed to make great friends among them, and at least they fought for what they believed in. It is an honor to fight in their name-" he said, an air of pride, natural of comradeship and chivalry as he recalled the friends of old he made, even after so much time. 
"-He... was. Master Tarkus did more than he should have... He trained me, took care of me. He... treated my like a son... He was an amazing man...-" he recalled the old days with his mentor, constant training, studying, but soft moments when he was more of a father figure to him, or rather a grandfather, hehad the warmth of a very cozy old man. "-I... owe him my life. And so I devoted myself to see our fight to the end, in his memory. In his honor-" speaking of the old man filled with him with a relative peace, sharing the tale of the knight that once gave him purpose and a new chance in life, one he saw as family. May he never be forgotten, these moments gave him a bit of light. "-I'm... trailing off again, I'm sorry... But, thank you... It means a lot to talk to you about this...-"

Lixue: "Even if you trail off, I still enjoy listening." She mused with a gentle laugh. It was no guess that she found him fascinating, in some very confusing & confounding way. Even rambling on he had so much to say, so much experience in the world. Hadn't he said before that he thought she was interesting in her own ways? How difficult to believe... 
"I think I can understand how that must have been... I learned pottery & sparred with the same man, though he always went easy on me... He didn't think me bloody thirsty enough to do anything but practice forms. I'm doubtful he was as impressive as your Master Tarkus, but still; very fatherly." Shaking her head, she smiled at the memory. So many raps on the knee or elbow when a form was out of shape, so many clay pots destroyed in some childish zeal- not that she'd ever had much. "You are a silly man, but a good man as well. I don't think I know anyone with half as much honor in their heart as you do." 
A rumble of thunder in the distance & a flash of lightning illuminated the room for a moment, then lulled once more into the gentle patter of rain on the shingles over head. Leaning against the arm of her seat, Lixue rested her cheek on her knuckles. Was it getting late? Something about the atmosphere made her sleepy. "Would you ever try to reform that group? Surely you can find more allies..."

Faraam: "-You managed to grow into a good woman, I'm pretty sure he'd be proud of you. As for Master Tarkus, h was a man of war, his life was dedicated to the blade, and he never had a wife much less a child to take care of... I guess finding a young soul to raise can bring out different things in different people, but what's important is that they shared with us.-" maybe one day... he'd find such a soul. And a soul to share his heart with as well. Who knows? His path did not need to be that lonely in the end, at least it wasnt as lonely now. The thunder took him by surprise, looking back for a moment as the light illuminated the house. She was... getting exhausted, hopefully not bored. Smiling sheepishly, he raised a brow at her question. 
"-Hmmm... I'm not sure. Eventually this war might end, and peace will come. I might as well just take this mantle alone, as the last Knight of Salaim. I'm not worthy of rallying any other to fight, not like Master Tarkus or the other Grand Knights... One day I might just hang this sword, and let it rest. We fight together... but they deserve some peace too...-" he said, quite melancholic. He had not really thought about it much, but put that way, he felt their memories would be better in legends to be remembered, rather than the revival of an extinct order. "-You seem tired... you should probably get some rest...-"

Lixue: She nodded her understanding- it was easy for a Knight to get wrapped up in their business. Protecting, fighting, pushing their cause; more often than not... It was too dangerous to have a family, someone to go home to. It'd only hurt in the end not to be able to go back, to leave someone behind. It was all too depressing to think about, and too difficult to think that maybe one day Faraam would never come back. ( What a strange pang of pain in her heart. Goodness... ) It was nice to think maybe she'd brought some amusement to the man who apprenticed her. He'd been alive when she'd left the village, and briefly she wondered whether he was still... 
"Who's tired..." She said with a pout, then rolled her eyes at the notion. Sure her eyes were heavy, but she'd never give up a moment to chat with him. "I had thought as much would be your answer. Somehow, it makes me glad to hear you'd let yourself rest once the war is over..." Satisfied with his answer, she fell silent for a moment before smiling & standing. "You're right. It is getting late, you should rest as well."

Faraam: "-Hehe... well, thank you, I guess... It's only proper, though I might still take on adventure, so I can keep bringing you some more stories-" he replied with a smile, looking out the window. It actually felt as if he had just arrived, but who knew time would pass so quick? While he preferred to keep talking to her, he wouldn't like to keep her up for much longer, she needed to rest herself, and not only would that make him a rude guest he didn't like causing trouble to anybody. "-Then let's be off to take some rest then... it's been a nice while, though-" 
"-The storehouse, yeah? I should probably bring something to decorate-" he half joked with a chuckle as he stood up along with her, helping her up along the way politely. It could kind of be considered his room, even if he was just a passing by outsider.

Lixue: Well, at least the end of the war wouldn't mean the end of his visits... That was somehow reassuring. Maybe she really was afraid of being alone again. She nodded her thanks as he helped her to her feet- how gentlemanly! 
"Hah! You're so used to it now, it almost makes me feel bad that I don't have anywhere better to offer you." Not that there were really any other sleeping arrangements to be made. It was a one bedroom, one bed house- and sharing was out of the question. Laughing quietly about the predicament, she left the room momentarily & returned with a blanket in her arms. "Here, If the storm keeps up I wouldn't want you to catch cold out there."

Faraam: "-Hmm it's quite comfortable after the first couple times haha-" he replied with a chuckle, tilting his head lightly as she went off for the moment, walking around a bit as he eyed the totem curious. He was glad she liked it in the end, she probably would've felt very awkward if he had given it to her without the children helping him polish it. She was too kind to him he thought, and to think she was living alone this whole time, mourning like that in her solitude... 
As she came back with the blanket, he snapped out of his thoughts, taking it with a bow of his head. "-Why thank you, I shall sleep tight tonight-" he added with a smile as he looked down, feeling he wanted to say something but he couldnt exactly put it into words, nor he felt it was a right thing to say. "-Thank you for everything... I really enjoyed this day-" he simply said with a smile, and a bit of embarrassment, a light flush on his cheeks and a held back laughter at his own nerves.

Lixue: Of course; it was better than the alternatives, sleeping out in the Terminian woods or trying to find an inn... And in her experience, they typically had bugs. She was not a fan. 
"You're always so grateful." She commented, tone airy & a pout primed on her lips. It was an endearing trait of his, and he already had plenty of those. Always thankful, even of little things; they must have meant more to him than she'd ever noticed. "Mm, I am glad. You're a pleasure to have around... Not that I need to tell you that." Smiling, she watched him for a moment- not missing the apparent embarrassment he held. He'd been looking at the carving, was he ashamed of it? "...I really like it, you know." She said so innocently enough- "Even for your first try, it's very nice. I miss having wood carvings to decorate with." It brought back some fond memories- and memories she'd made with Faraam.

Faraam: He did not know if she meant it in berate or what exactly, and so he limited himself to smile, a slight flush painting his cheeks. "-No real need to, for the pleasure is all mine-" he commented with a light chuckle and smile. She saw him?? Not that it was anything bad, only he felt read like a book, and it only increased his own embarrassment, letting out a light sigh. "-I shall practice then, and make better ones for you-" he offered, not really sure how much of a commitment was he offering and why either way. He was used to be complacent, but it almost shot out this time. Odd, but not bad maybe. "-uhmmm... well then, I guess I'll see you in the morning...-"

Lixue: She laughed at his embarrassment, then offered a good natured smile. "You don't have to- though I'd welcome any artistic pursuits you wish to show me." It was heart warming... Not that she'd let him in on that. How funny would it be, for him to take up carving because of her.
"Good night, Faraam, sweet dreams." Glancing back to the statuette as he left to sleep in the storehouse, she couldn't help but consider her options so as to repay him. Maybe a handmade gift for another handmade gift, though whether or not he'd appreciate something like that... Well. It was worth a shot- and she'd have time to think on it until he came to visit her next.